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And fuch a want-wit iadneiie maKes or me, 

That I have much adoe to know my lelre. 

Salar. Your mind is toffiog on the Ocean, 

There where your Argofies with portly fayle. 

Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood. 

Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea, 

Doe over-peere the pettie-traffiquers. 

That courfie to them doe them reverence. 

As they flieby them with their woven wings, 

Salan. Beleeveme fir, had I fuch venture forth. 
The better part of my affe&ions would 
Be with my hopesabroad. I fhouldbe ftill 
Plucking the graffe to know where fits the vvinde. 
Prying in Maps for Ports, and Peeres,and Rodes : 
And every objeft that might make me feare 
Mif- fortunes to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me lad. 

Salar, My wind cooling my broth. 

Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
What harme a wind too great. might doe at fca. 

I fhould not fee the fandie houre-glafle ramie, 

But I fhould thinke of Shallower and of FI arts, 
And fee my wealthy tsindreyv docksin fand, 
Vayling her high top lower then her ribs, 








